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M old suz^yyMt 

^Lld^- it— By John Martin JBfcSB^^ - ">*— 



DAN HARLAN finished bis breakfast 
thoughtfully, washed the dishes and put 
them away and took a turn in the garden be- 
hind the little summer house. The roses were 
in Jiloom and he inhaled their fragrance. A 
_lovely spot, he thought, standing at the garden 
edge and looking down the sloping dune toward 
the docks of the little seacoast town. A trifle 
limited, of course. Getting to the mainland to 
*ee ft show was a bother because of the infre- 
qnency of the ferry run and he knew he could 
W his expenses a good bit by dredging for 
bis own clams and catching his own fish. But 
for 'that he needed a boat. 

His brow creased as he lit a cigar and started 
down the dune path toward Leb Jackson's 
boatyard. 

Why, he asked himself, was Leb r.eluctant 
to sell Old Suzy, the motor sloop? 

He passed through the brick-paved streets, 
squinted his eyes against the sun that was 
brilliantly reflected by the white-painted 
houses and gables and headed for Leb's. He 
Ibund Leb leaning lazily against the gate of 
the boatyard, smoking his pipe. 
M"You gonna sell me Old Suzy?" Dan asked, 
smiling. 

Leb smiled back, but there was a trace of 
sadness in hrs face. "You're a persistent cuss." 
Leb said. "Here I am trying to save you money 
and sell you a good boat, and ..." 

"What's wrong with Old Suzy?" Dan asked. 
"So far as I can see. she's in tip-top shape." 

"She's a killer," Leb said. "She's killed one 
man, and she's sunk twice. And she's almost 
killed a couple more." 

"Who owned her?" Dan asked. "First, I 
iaean." 

Leb nodded toward a small white cottage 
down trie street. "Lunn Cadler built her," he 
said. "Used to live there, before he died." 

"Before he died?" i# 

"It's empty now," Leb said-guardedly. "Can't 
get anyone to rent it, since they found Lunn 
with his throat cut aboard Suzy." 

Dan glanced toward Old Suzy as she rocked 
at the water's edge. The word "old" in her 
name, he knew, was probably just a term of 



affection. Suzy looked new, no older than 
maybe five years. 

"So he was found with his throat cut, eh?" 
Dan began and looked at Leb, but Leb sud- 
denly clammed up. 

"You say she's been sunk twice?" Dan asked. 
) The two men sauntered down the dock to- 
ward Old Suzy, passing several other craft. 

. "She's a rotten sailor," Leb said. "She's un- 
steady, and as unpredictable as a woman, and 
just as dangerous." 

Dan looked at him and Leb continued: 
; "Twice she's rammed a boat and sunk doing 
it. Reason she sank instead of the other boat 
is that she never seems to hit 'em bow on. And 
Suzy's built like a ram. That bow's almost 
razor sharp." 

"She looks darned well-designed," Dan said, 
stepping aboard. 

"She is," Leb said and Dan stared at him in 
amazement. Then. Leb shrugged. "1 know. You 
think I'm crazy. Lunn Cadler was- the best boat 
designer on the coast. When he built Suzy for 
his private pleasure craft, he put everything 
into her he knew. There isn't a better-designed 
boat in the water for her size. She balances 
true and her beam's steady as an ocean liner 
— at the dock." '■ 

"Doesn't look like the rebuilding she went 
through after being sunk twice harmed her 
any." - . * 

^ Leb hesitated before he put a foot on Suzy's 
deck. Then he followed Dan aboard. "It 
didn't," he said. "Every time she's sunk I've 
brought her back and fixed her up. I'm a crafts- 
man, son." 

Dan faced him squarely, "Look, Leb, I don't 
know what's behind all this. You seem almost 
afraid to tell me. But even if Suzy is a hard- 
luck boat — and I'm not superstitious — I want 
to buy her." 

'If I told you what I think about Suzy, son, 
you'd think I was crazy," Leb said. "So I 
won't. But I've done everything ! can to warn 
you off, and if that hasn't done -any good, it's 
your risk." He paused, shrugging, "Anyway 
I've got a living to make." 

Dan's face glowed. "You mean you're selling 
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"It's i deal." Leb said. "You can send me a 
check tomorrow." 

"Okay, I'm taking her out for a trial run. 
rigbt now." Dan said. 

Leb seized his arm- "Look. son. don't be 
foolish." he said. "Matt Turner's moving south 
permanently next week- Wait until then." 

"Never heard of him," Dan said, impatiently. 
"Forget it— 'I'm off." . 

Leb started to talk, then stopped, his eyes 
hopeless. "All right." he said dully. "Go on 
out. But don't say I didn't warn' you" He 
looked anxiously at Dan's eyes. "But, son, 
listen: keep her away from a yawl with a red 
stripe around the waterline." 

Puzzled, pan watched as Leb stepped back 
on the dock, shaking his head dismally. Then 
he examined the fuel tanks and engine and the 
steering cables. Everything was shipshape. 
The inside of the cabin was bone-dry and only 
3 normal -.amount of water filled the bilge- 
run. He started the engine. 

Instantly, hungrily, the engine caught, 
coughed, then roared into life. Dan cast off 
the lines. Beneath him the boat quivered and 
moved out. 

His hand moved toward the wheel. Touching 
it, his heart sank. Old Suzy, he realized with 
a shock of disappointment, was greasy. A 
greasy boat was one that might slide easily 
through water or act like a stuck pig. Her 
bow oscillated uncertainly this way and that. 

But he knew, from his examination, that 
the boat was in excellent, condition. A chill 
ran down his spine, as Suzy's bow nudged 
toward port. Filled with a vague foreboding, 
he pulled down on the throttle and swung 
the wheel. 

"Suzy!" The cry burst from his throat. He 
had swung the wheel to starboard — hut the 
wheel had bucked viciously, though there was 
no cross current. One of the spokes bit at his 
fingers, drawing blood as it flashed past. His 
eyes widened in horror ae Old Suzy plunged 
ahead. A small, low-decked yawl was pulling 
into the harbor through the seawall pillars. 
At its wheel sat an old man. black -haired*-, 
saturnine. And Suzy. out of control, was leap- 
ing straight toward the yawl! Then Dan saw 
the bright red stripe on the waterline and 
his blood ran cold. Suzy's bow dipped in al- 
most wolfish eagerness. The water falling from 
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it seemed like the hungry droo] of some sav- 
age monster. 

Dan tore at th*c wheel. His back muscles 
bulged as he tried to divert Suzy from her 
course. He reached for the throttle and found 
it in high, locked. Before him the yaw] loomed 
up, then Suzy, her engines roaring a death- 
song plowe<J her heavy oak bows into the 
yawl amidships- The shock threw Dan ovet 
the side. His last memory before unconscious- 
ness overtook him was the look of sheer terror 
on the man aboard the yawl. 

He woke on Leo's dock. Leb and a few fish- 
ermen stood over him, anxiously. As he opened 
his eyes, Leb breathed a sigh of relief. 

"The yawl's sunk, Dan," he said. "Matt 
Turner's drowned." 

"Matt — Turner?" Dan asked shakily, sitting 
up. "It was his boat?" 

"Jt Was Suzy's fault, Dan," Leb said, look- 
ing round him at the fishermen who solemnly 
nodded in agreement. "But there's nothing 
wrong- with her now. I picked you up, got 
you back in her and sailed her here. Her 
balkiness is gone, Dan." 

"But — but I don't understand . . ." Dan 
began bewilderedly. 

*"I should have told you, son," Leb said. 
"But as I said, you'd have thought me crazy. 
You see. Lunn Cadler and Matt Turner hated 
each other and swore they'd get each other 
somehow. When Lunn was found dead, every- 
body suspected Matt, but couldn't prove it. 
Suzy tried sinking Matt's boat twice after 
that, but each time the guy who owned her 
fought her head away from the yawl and it 
was Suzy who got damaged and sunk." 

"You mean that Suzy took revenge on Matt 
Turner?" " " 




EB JACKSON looked at Dan with dai*. 
' tragic eyes, shaking his headi 



""Ayb^gat's just a boat, son, even Old Suzy, 
just \*ood and metal that can't move itself 
without help." Leb said slowly. 

"Lunn Cadler . . ." Dan said trembling. "But 
he's dead." . 

"Yeah," Leb said, dryly, glancing out to sea. 
"He's dead. Maybe'he'll rest — now." 

THE END 
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